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there when he took over. They evidently did not mean to let us get away this time, and I was vain enough to feel rather pleased at the extreme precautions considered necessary to prevent it.
The veneer of Western civilization that deceives the superficial observer as to the true character of the modern Turks wears thin in some conditions.    This Mudir was the chief of all the police in the Yemen and one of the high officials of the province : he ranked, I believe,- immediately after a Lieutenant-Govemor.     Yet no arrangements were made for his accommodation on the road. At most of the places we stopped at the ordinary rest-house.    He had no servant and no cook.    We set out from Sanaa   with a few pounds of biscuits, some tea, and some tins of sardines.    Fortunately AhmadJs accomplishments as a chef are not to be despised, and at Me-nakha I got them to let him buy a cooking-pot and the necessary materials.    Thenceforward we  fared better: Ahmad prepared baked meat and rice in an earthenware pot, and there sat down to the repast on one occasion at the same time the Mudir himself, the lieutenant of gendarmerie (a commissioned officer), Hamdi Effendi, an Arab sergeant-major, a private soldier, and Ahmad and my self, the prisoners, who were not allowed knives to eat with ! Sometimes they go to the opposite extreme :   I have known a general who would not allow his staff officers to sit down in his presence,
I liked the Mudir, who was always civil and did his best to make the journey as pleasant for me as the peculiar circumstances would allow. I was not the first, it seemed, to whom his duty had compelled him to act harshly when his inclinations were all the other way. He instanced a German anarchist who had come to Stamboul to assassinate Abdul Hamid, and whose arrest by himself, the Mudir, had been one of the successes that had brought him to the front of his profession. This anarchist was a most charming companion, he assured me, and I felt pleased at the implied compliment., which was evidently none the less sincere for being a little invidious.
As a matter of fact I think he mistook his vocation when he became a policeman. It is a striking perversity